e5W uch adoe 

Conuerting all your foundes of woe, 

Into hey nony nony. 

Sing no more ditties, fingno moe. 

Of dumps fo dull and heauy. 

The fraud of men was euer lb. 

Since fummer firft wasleauy, 

Then figh not fo,&c, 

Brince By my troth a good fong. 

B.ilth. And an ill finger my lord. 

Prince Ha, no no faith, thou fingft vvel enough for a fhift, 

Ben . And he had bin a dog that fhould haue howld thus, 
they would haue hangd him , and I pray God his bad voice 
bode no mifeheefe, 1 had as liue haue heard the night-rauen, 
come what plague could haue come after it. 

Prince Y ea mary, doofl: thou hearc Balthafar? I pray thee 
get vs fomecxcellent mufiquerfor to morow night we would 
haue it at the ladie Heroes chamber window'. 

B filth. The beft I can my lord. 

Exit ‘Balthafar. 

Prince Do fo, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what was 
it you told mee of to day, that your niece Beatrice was in loue 
with figniorBenedicke? 

C/a. O I,fblke cn,fhlk on, the foule fits.I did neuer think 
that lady would haue loued any man. 

Leo. No norlneither,butmoft wonderful, that fhe Ihould 
fo doteon figniorBenedicke, whomc fhe hath in all outward 
behauiers feemd euer to abhorre. 

Bene. I fl poffiblc? fits the wind in that corner? 

Leo. By my troth my Lord, l cannottell whatto thinkeof 
it, but that file loucs him with an imaged aflfe&ion,it is pafi the 
infinite of thought. 

Prince May be fhe doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. Faith like enough. 

Leon. OGodkounterfeit? there was neuer counterfeit of 
paffion,came fo neare tlie life of pafiion as fhe difeouers it. 

Print? 



about Soothing' 


epr'ttct why what effetts ofpaflion ihewes fhe? 

Claud. Baitethehookewcl, this fi fh will bite. 

Leon. What effefts my Lord? the wil fit you,' you heard my 
daughter tell you how. 

Claud. Shedidindeede. 

cpnnce How how 1 pray youlyotiamaze me, I would haue 
thought her fpirite had beene inuincible againfi all auaults of 

aff £> 0I I would haue fvvornithad,my lord,efpecially againft 

^Bckc^X Ihould think this a gull.but that the white bearded 
fellow fpeakes ittknauery cannot fure hide himfelf in fuch re- 

^rlul He hath taneth’infc£Vion,bold itvp, 

pnnee Hath fhee made her affeftion knowne to Bcnc- 

dicke? 




* Claudio Tis true indeed, fo your daughter faies: fhall I, faies 
fiiCjthat haue fo oftcncountred him with fcornc, write to him 

that I loue him? .... 

Leo. This faies (he now when (lie is beginning to write to 
him, for fiice! be vp twenty times a night, and there will flic fit 
in herfmockc.til file haue writ a flicetc of paper: my daughter 
telsvsall. 

Qau. Now you talk ofa fiieet ofpapcr,I remember a prelV 
ielt your daughter told ofvs, 

Leonato O when fiiehad writ it,and was reading it ouer,fhc 
found Rcnedicke and Beatrice betweene the fiieetc. 

Claudio That, 

Leon. O fhe tore the letter into a thoufand halfpence, raild 
at her felf, that fhe fhould be fo immodeft to write . to one that 
fhe knew would flout her, I meafure him, faies fhc,by my own 
fpirit, for 1 fhould flout him, if he writ to me, yea thogh I loue 
him I fhould. 

Qau. Then downevpon her knees fhe falls, weepes.fobs, 
bcatesher heart, teares her haire,pvaycs,cuifes, O fweet Bene- 

D 2 dicke, 






